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ABOUT THE COVER: Conte, gouache, and pastel

on matboard by Susan Heida. The work, titled
Benjy (1989), is taken from sketches of William
Faulkner's The Sound and the Fury, as is the following passage.
"Caddy held me and I could hear us all, and the
darkness, and something I could smell. And then I
could see the windows, where the trees were buzzing. Then the dark began to go in smooth bright
shapes, like it always does, even when Caddy says I
have been asleep."
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Let us go then, you and I,
When the evening is spread out against the sky
Let us go~o I dare say it-golfing:
An Editorial

This .past reading recess has not done me much good.
Although the recess was created, it is said, to allow students to
catch up on homework, and although I've always approached it
as such, I feel I'm only two more days behind schedule. The
two days were long enough to make me realize how little time I
have left-how little time remains before term papers are due,
final exams are taken, how little time before graduation, and so
forth. The reading recess, an opportunity to redeem the. time,
made me realize the extent to which I'm living in dread of the
future.
This is not a healthy state of mind, as I learned on the golf
course this summer, when I realized I was dreading every shot
I had to make. Many people would argue that golf is inherently
unhealthy, but this is a popular misconception. In the proper
state of mind, anyone can see that golf is a relaxing game.
Picture in your mind acres of green, rolling hills dotted with
trees, sandtraps, and greens. Place yourself in this pastoral
setting and notice how easily you swing the club, how satisfying the woosh as the head of your club meets the ball and sends
it down the fairway. Are you relaxed? Yes, of course you are,
because you are only imagining this. You've just made the
perfect tee shot, your ball lies in the middle of the fairway, and
you stand a good chance of shooting par.
Now picture me walking up to' the ball. I select a club and
address the ball. You have faith in my ability to advance the
ball towards the green, the correct green, and you know I won't

sink it in the pond or lose it in the woods, or that I'll dig out the
turf underneath the ball and pop the ball straight up, so that it
lands in the divot just created. No, your vision is one of the
fortunate fields of golf, and not only do the hills, greens, and
ponds belong in it, but I do as well.
Unfortunately, every paradise has its serpent; in this paradise,
the serpent is self-doubt. I doubt myself. When I'm on the
fairway I know I'm better on the green, with a putter. When
putting, I know I perform better on the fairway. I played this
way for a long time-until last July, when I realized I was
scared of golf. There are so many unpredictables, so many
possibilities of erring with each shot, that golf had become too
risky to play. Every sunny day drew me to the golf course, yet
when I was there I was repelled by my own fear. That was my
dilemma.
Fortunately I solved my dilemma, and I must attribute my
success partially to my liberal arts education. Calvin College,
in order to develop mature, clear-thinking adults who can see a
problem from different sides, come up with a path for correction, and then sally forth successfully, requires its students to
take core classes in various disciplines. As a searching student,
I long for opportunities to use the knowledge gained in my
divers studies. To solve my golfing dilemma, I drew from
knowledge imparted to me by my chemistry professor, knowledge concerning the empirical method.
In brief, this was my method: I observed how well I've
played in the past and hypothesized that, if I continued to play
\
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as I had done previously, I'd be satisfied. To test the hypothesis
I played out the hole, did well, and was happy. I tested the
hypothesis a few more time_s that afternoon, duplicating the
original result enough to feel secure to call my hypothesis a
"theory," which went something like this:
Look to the past when in dread of the future,
but do so while looking forward.
Admittedly, this is not very scientific; to be precise, it's not
really a theory either, but an aphorism. A "theory " like this,
which was developed on the goJf course and not in a sterile
laboratory, would fit better in a fortune cookie than a science
textbook. Nevertheless, my thought was this: panic thrives in a ·
mind unable to grasp the whole picture. People who see no
continuity in events, people who cannot understand that their
past actions have definite consequences which make up their
present or future condition-these people are lost in this world.

5

They may know that their job is to hit the ball towards the
proper hole, and they may know that they should do this with
as few strokes as possible, but they cannot figure out why they
are on the course in the first place.
Martin Luther carried on for a while like this. Although
steeped in Scripture, Luther lost sight of its message; all he saw
was his own miserable condition, while Christ's love escaped
him. With an empty future his only prospect, Luther lived in
dread. This is easy to do, even for those steeped in the Reformed tradition. If we don't see the coherence of the 'created
world and forget the divinely~rdained path history is taking,
we'll begin to feel as though we're living in a void. I'd hate to
think the events to follow the Father's creation and the Son's
redemption have been canceled. We don't need this despair.
We do need, however, the ability to grasp the whole picture so
we don't lose our footing in the world, and in the process lose
ourselves in despair.

-HG
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Grand Rapids
A hundred yearsa hundred years ago, my seed was planted
in these fields, the starlit fields I look out at now
through the window of the farmhouse
that my mother was born in.
This house held endless wonder
for a young boy and his brothers,
full as it was of funny pictures of Mommy and Uncles,
(all stiff-necked and short-haired in grainy shades of gray)
and the toys they used to play with,
and Beppe 's Dutch sweets "hidden" on the bottom shelf ...
Nearly too old for college now,
I sit silently in the comer room of the abandoned home
where my mother might of sat so many years ago.
What futures hung in the balance
as she gazed out these windows
at these ripening rows of com?
What half-blind committals
brought me here, to bask in the richness of the past?
From the darkness out the hallway behind me
a voice calls.
How could a stranger understand?
I take her hand,
thinking "twelve months is a long time ... "
The walls of the old structure
shake as I close the front door behind us.
·Looking back (through the dust) as we leave,
· I see the farm, the surrounding com
in golden rings around it
and the stars winking infinitely
over all.
Steve Ondersma

. I,
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SHELLEY DOUMA

Amazing Word

I Can Write

You bought it
the title, I mean.
I ahyays read the untitled pieces
myself.
Then I don't feel cheated if the
poem
doesn't say what I expected,
wanted it
to say which is that yesterday
I ran a stoplightAccidentallyBut no one was hurt
and nobody even noticed.
Not even the policeman I passed
half a mile down the road
saw the guilty glint in my
headlights. Amazing to me
is that words can say less
than one word properly placed
in a group of lines. Look, I really
didn't mean to run the light.
Really.
And nobody cares about the
pothole I hit
after the mishap
Everything was just an
Accident.

As I look at the heap of
words and sigh my
high bouncing laugher leaves
me without a glance no
gold hat now my words
leave the pen hurting
lacking something
sense flow rhythm pattern
all go away away
come again today
little shelley has to
Write now it's simple
pen rests on paper
moves and lines are
made which form letters
words pointless words
incoherent sentence
follows comma splice.
Sorry, old habits
die
hard.

December 1989
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Moving Pictures
by Thomas Hegewald

"When Hector came to me about his
new process in photography I was skeptical. In the short time that he had been a professional photographer, he had taken the
medium farther than any other artist in his
generation. Hector was restless though. He
continually told me he wanted to retire
from photography and just go traveling. I
constantly had to plead with him for a
couple hours before I was able to convince
him to keep working.
"Instead of being just a successful photographer, he had invented a new process
which combines photography and cinema.
He explained to me that the picture starts
out as a print until it is touched, and then it
becomes a film for a short period of time;
when it is done it reverts back to the original print. As I said, I couldn't believe what
he was telling me until he showed me some
of his working prints and then all my doubts
disappeared. Being his agent, I told him to
keep it quiet until his upcoming show,
which was in a couple weeks, where he
could reveal his discovery along with his
other works. I told him I wanted only a few
prints for the show-just enough to show
what the new medium could do.
"Hector came to me about a week ago,
showing me a print he just made up from
the film he had shot the night before. The
picture itself was somewhat dark, but I
could make out the outline of a six story

building with some darker areas, which I
assumed were windows. I continued to
look at it intently after touching it as directed, wondering what was so interesting
about a photo of a building at night. That's
when I heard the scream. It was a faint
high-pitched scream sounding like an animal or even a bird of some kind. The print
ended in silence and reverted back on its
own to the original picture. I asked him to
explain the print but he only told me to look
at it again, and this time, to look at a certain
window at the top of the building. Because
the windows were darker than the building, the first time I looked at it I hadn't
spotted the woman falling out of the window, screaming as she fell.
"Knowing that Hector's work can border
on the bizarre, I thought this was one of his
infamous double exposures. But he assured me that he hadn't tampered with the
film. He had left the shutter open while he
retrieved more equipment from his van. He
only noticed the scream when he was
developing the print. I pointed out that
obviously it had to be an owl swooping
down on its prey because of the movement
of the object. Hector wouldn't listen to me
though, insisting that it was a body. Not
only that, but he also insisted that someone
had pushed her out of the window to her
death.
"Hector had become so caught up with

the idea of capturing a murder on film that
he wanted to give the print to the police, to
have them look into the situation. I agreed
with him and told him to tell them as much
as he could about the situation. But I also
warned him that the police might think he
had made it all up, to gain publicity for his
show.
"Hector stopped by after going to the
police. Considering what they were faced
with, the police had been very helpful.
They didn't understand the new process
though, and thought, as I had warned
Hector, that it was all a hoax. After hearing
Hector's explanation about the whole situation and seeing the print, the police had
looked into the reports from the night before and they even went as far as to drive
out to the building. When they came back,
though, they began to question Hector about
hjs actions the night before. Hector told me
that he was warned that if he should pull a
stunt like this again he might want to consult a lawyer.
"Hector finally found out what was
wrong. It seems that not only did they not
find a body, but also the building had,,been
locked up for years, with layers of dust and
cobwebs to prove their point. The top floor,
where Hector had seen the body fall, was
especially dusty.
Hector had been so depressed since visiting the police; he had been unable to work
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and was still several pieces short for the
show. To help him and myself for that
matter, I encouraged him to do some detecting on his own to put his mind at rest.
He brightened up immediately at my encouragement and asked me if I would go
with him to check out the building, just so
there would be another opinion besides his
own. I agreed and we immediately set out.
"We found the door the police officers
had pried open and went up the stairs till we
reached the floor that he had captured on
film. The police had been correct. The
place looked like it hadn't been opened in
a decade. The only footprints visible were
those from the officers which led directly
to a large window. Due to the layers of dirt
on the window, Hector was only able to
recognize the area where his camera had
been after he opened it.
"I made sure we walked the whole length
of the room and I even took him to the floor
beneath, just to make sure he hadn't been
wrong about the floors. We had made a
complete investigation of the top floor
again when Hector found something on the
floor that had been covered with dust. It
was a woman's diamond ring with an inscription engraved inside the band: ' To
Marion, Love C.' Hector was all for bringing his new discovery to ·the police and
having them re-open the case, but I told
him to keep it between us. They might
suspect that we had planted it there and
have us arrested. After some persuasion,
he agreed. He said that he would place an
ad in the paper for the ring and see who
claimed it.
"The ad had been in the paper for a
couple days before we finally received a
reply. It seems the ring didn't belong to the
woman who answered Hector's ad but
belonged to her roommate, Marion. She
told us that her roommate had gone home
to her parents in Washington almost a
week ago, but thought Marion had given
the ring back to her fiance. She phoned
Marion's parents on our request only to
learn that, according to Marion's fiance,
Marion was attending to a business emergency and would contact them later; but as
of yet, she still hadn't. Marion's room-

mate, Stephanie, didn't know of any business trip, but only that Marion had been
terribly upset after deciding to break up
with her fiance. She was, in fact, running
away from him, giving only the vague
excuse that she didn't know him as well as
she had thought.
"Stephanie couldn't tell us anything about
his physical appearance because she had
never seen him, as she was working the
nights when he came over. She didn't even
know his name because Marion always
called him by the initial of his last name, C.
"We had come to a dead end. We had
sketchy proof that someone had been killed,
but we didn't have a body and perhaps we
didn't even have the right person. The only
person who could clear up Marion's disappearance was her fiance, but the only thing
we knew about him was the initial of his
last name. Hector finally came up with the
idea to visit the morgue. We could check
the unidentified bodies there to see if one
of them was Marion. Hector, Stephanie,
and I took a whole afternoon visiting hospitals and checking out their morgues for
any unidentified bodies. We had visited
several morgues before we even reached
one that had unidentified bodies. This
hospital had received bodies from an airline disaster and hadn't been able to identify half of the passengers. The coroner had
just unzipped the bag on our fifth Jane Doe
when Stephanie cried out-we had found
Marion.
"Hector called me last night and told me
to come over. He had to tell me about some
important news he had discovered after I
had left the morgue. I rushed over, wondering what he had discovered in my absence.
When I arrived there, he told me Stephanie
and he had gone back to her apartment and
found the jewelry box that the engagement
ring had come in. The box had the name of
the jewelry store on it. Together they had
visited the store to look at the receipt and
had found out who had ordered it. That's
why I had to kill him.
"I had only encouraged him in the beginning to find out what he had seen. I began
planning his death when he found the ring.
I had talked Hector out of selling his new
process to the highest bidder many times

before only because he was my sole client
and, with his moving pictures, I could have
made a bundle in commissions off its exclusive use. If he sold out, I'd be left with
nothing. It was only because of my expert
management of his sales that he was able to
live as he pleased. He never considered
how his abrupt retirement would affect my
life.
"When I discovered Hector years ago, he
was nothing more than a photographer for
some deadbeat magazine. I was the one
that noticed he had talent. He just needed
someone to push him into developing it.
My past clients had all left me once they
were successful, but Hector needed me to
show him direction and to keep on his back
to produce work. Now he had something
that could make me wealthy for once.
However, Hector soon realized I was dependent on him and he began to be arrogant
around me, constantly threatening to leave
me altogether. He knew his threats would
send me into a frenzy. He needed to hear
me beg him to reconsider and tell him how
talented he was. He always agreed with me
in the end; he just wanted to see me squirm.
"This time, however, he had gone too far.
Bullying me with accusations, he claimed
I was jealous of him and was just out to
make money off him because I had no
talent myself. Puffed up with
self-importance, he declared he could sell
out ifhe wanted to. He dismissed me like a
servant. I wanted to hit him and make him
suffer for all the pain he had put me through.
Instead, I reminded him how I had discovered him and how I could ruin him just as
fast if he went against me. He saw the rage
in my eyes and finally backed down, relenting to wait until after the show.
"It was after my talk with him that Marion, my fiancee, saw how angry I was, how
totally out of control I was, how much I
wanted to kill him. I had looked at him with
such rage that I wished him dead on the
spot. As I left his studio I saw Marion
waiting by my car, looking apprehensively
up at the open window. When she saw me
the worried look in her eyes changed to
fear. She tried to cover up, but I knew she
had grasped the situation. I pretended I
didn't know that she had heard me and
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suggested we go out later; she hesitantly
agreed.
"As I suspected, she was going to leave
and run home to her parents--out of my
grasp. I had to make sure she repeated to no
one what she had witnessed. I waited across
the street from her apartment and less than
an hour later she walked out with a suitcase. She didn't have a car, so I followed
her in mine until I was behind her. Then I
forced her at gunpoint to get into my car.
She tried to reason with me as I was driving, but I told her to keep quiet or I would
have to use the gun.
"I practically had to drag her up the stairs
in the building, which I had spotted mon~hs
earlier. We sat face to face for hours until
it got dark. I told her we were going on a
trip and we didn't want anyone to see us. I
tried to reason with her, telling her it was
for her own good.We could be rich, but she
wouldn't listen. She kept telling me I needed
help because of my jealousy. Up to that
point I had thought maybe it was possible
after all to run off with her, but I realized
then that she would be a nuisance. I think it
was then that she realized I was going to
kill her. She put up a struggle trying to get

away, but by that time I had the window
open and had a good hold on her. She
lashed out in every direction, trying to
escape. I finally managed to push her out
the window. Unfortunately she screamed
as she fell.
"I was glad I had picked such a secluded
area, that is, until I found out about the
picture. I put her broken body in my trunk
to dump alongside a road, fig~ring it would
take a couple days to find. Afterwards I
called her parents so nobody would realize
that she was missing. It must have been in
the struggle that she lost her ring, or perhaps she took it off on purpose. But it had
to be done; she would have ruined everything.
"Unfortunately, her death is what brought
Hector into the act. I had at least a little
forethought to take some of Hector's prop
supplies along. I had watched him make
cobwebs and had seen him empty bags
from vacuum cleaners to simulate dust. I
was glad I had thought of the props when
Hector showed me his picture. I only told
him to go to the police in hopes that they
would suspect him and maybe even arrest
him. I kept pushing him to find out more, in

hopes that he would get frustrated with it
and give up.
"His call was only bait to get me over to
his studio so he could confront me with his
news. In the end it was only a matter o~
putting my hands around his neck and
choking the life out of him. He tried to
struggle, but I had taken him by surprise
and had a stranglehold on him before he
knew what was happening. As I think back
now, Hector must have known what I was
going to do and had turned that camera on
before I arrived. I don't think he realized I
was actually going to kill him, just maybe
threaten him, but he wanted evidence to
hang me. If it wasn't for that camera I
would be a rich man now."
The doctor put down the report of his
new patient's confession and picked up the
picture that had been sent with it. The
picture itself was of Cain' s face; the only
emotion that came through was the cold
glitter of hate in his eyes. The doctor wondered how long it would take before Cain
would be able to tell the truth, instead of
maintaining a delusionary explanation for
his killings.

A Chimp and a Typewriter
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_b y Anne M Banning

'.'Heaven can NOT wait. When you arrive do you think they'll ask, "Why didn't
you cure the common cold? Why didn't you end war?" More likely they'll ask
you ... "With all your potential, with your huge gift of life, why didn 't you become
more of you?"
-Maureen A Bums
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Photography

To completely explain why I do art is impossible. So my response is fragmented,
an account of my life as an art student.
I have my hands into just about everything: I love drawing
painting
sculpting
photographing
etc ....
Of course, the quality of my work is better in some areas than others ...
It seems that when I'm focusing in one medium, that particular medium is my favorite.
But when I reflect on what I've done, I change my mind; my mood swings are like the wind.
Currently, the wind is blowing me into photography and
possibly sculpture ...
My new direction could be due to the fact that I'm "in these mediums,"
or it could just be the direction of the wind ....
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POEMS BY KRIS OPIE

The Thermometer
You bang the dishes
In the sink.
~s I glance
Through a magazine,
and drink some coffee.
· '~I love you"
I state,
Then you stop and ask
if I'd like to see a movie.
Now I see you're not
mad at me.

The Drive Back
The words
having been
Pushed and
Pressed·
up against
that unknowable
Thing
Tumble out
Without order
As I gaze away from you.

False Thaw
The middle of February
brings
False thaw.
A time when fun insists.
We play frisbee. And say
We haven't talked forever.
I suck down a coke as
You explain
How you've learned to be you
Without me.
This is before the last freeze.

December 1989
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Backstage Notes:
The Promptbook Scribblings of aTheater Lunatic

by Mark O'Brien

As a senior who is looking at theater as a possible
career choice, I find life backstage to be difficult. I
often find myself jumping to the conclusion that the
world in front of the footlights is so much more
rewarding than a chair behind the lightboard. After
all, when one mentions the original production of A
Streetcar Named Desire, the name of the stage
manager hardly comes to mind. Few marquees place
the name of scenic designers alongside of the stars in
the show. Certainly, if it is tempting for business
majors to gauge their own success in terms of income
earned per year, it is tempting for the theater major to
measure his or her success in terms of recognition.
And what better recognition than audience applause?
In response to this, I attempt to justify my decision
not to act for a living by noting that actors move
around too much, their incomes are too unstable, or
their lives are too stressful; unfortunately, my "cold,"
"hard" reasoning fails to offset the simple pleasure I
derive from small moments of reality on the stage.
However, ifl 'm notto make a living by acting, who's
to stop me from experiencing or creating these
moments elsewhere in the theater?
Theater is communal, and its artistic worth lies not
just in its whole but also in its parts. One of the parts
which has always intrigued me has been the creative
process of directing.

What does the director do? First of all, a director is
someone with vision who, when reading a play, strives
to see not only its connection with life and the world,
but also the rich detail of this connection within the
work. For example, a good director may approach
Death of a Salesman with a solid grasp of its central
theme, but often this alone isn't what draws him to the
play. He finds his drive to produce the play in the small
elements of life, the pieces of action that come alive,
that are found in the play. Identifying the work 's
theme strengthens the growth of the individual in the
audience as well as the the audience as a whole, but
finding the passion inherent in single moments of the
play provides the artistic fever needed to bring the
drama alive on stage. Peter Shaffer describes these
moments of life in his play, Equus:
A child is born into a world of phenomena all
equal in their power to enslave. It sniffs-it
sucks-it strokes its eyes over the whole uncomfortable range. Suddenly it strikes. Why?
Moments snap together like magnets forging a
chain of shackles. Why? I can trace them. I can
even with time pull them apart again. But why
at the start they were ever magnetized at alljust those particular moments of experience and
no others-I don't know.
As Christians, we know who "snaps together
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moments like magnets." We not only know the Creator who drives this universe, but we are also able to
thank him for sprinkling our lives with significant
moments. He has given the playwright, like the artist
or composer, a heightened sense of the shape and
relevance of certain facets of existence. Life for the
playwright is both commonality and royalty.
In this light, the role of director is to shape the vision
and impact found in the playwright's work. Not only
does the director imagine the tangible shape of certain
details of life which the playwright chose to include in
his work, but by deciding to stage the piece, he also
displays his faith in the value of the playwright's
vision.
This vision does not remain the sole property of the
director, however. Nor would he want it to. Although

productions? After sifting through this vast amount
of material, or having the luxury of a dramaturge to
do it for him, the director attempts to synthesize and
focus his concept concerning the theme of the work.
This process is accomplished through perusing stacks
of research and producing pages of writing, but often
finds its deepest revelation in the rehearsal process.
The best way to realize the complexities found
within a moment of life onstage is to create this
moment again and again in rehearsal. The show is
never complete, a character is never completely
grasped, and new ideas must continually be applied
until the show's final curtain.
Theater, then, is a process as well as a product. It is
important for the people within the process to communicate as clearly as possible in order to encourage
Theater pro ram flow
chart. This is th traditional hler: rchica/ pattern used in theaters.

Director of Thespians (Producer)

__________

Costume Designer 1 - - - - - - 1,__ Light Designer

Costumer
Tech Director
Costume Assistants
Scene Assistants

he does have the final say in what is produced and what
isn't, he works closely with the designers to determine
the best way to visually represent his concept of the
theme of the work.
The director begins production only after working
out his detailed concept for the show. He considers and
researches many areas when approaching a play, and
asks many questions: What is the play's political,
historical, and social context, the playwright's background, and the playwright's intent in writing the
play? What other works has the playwright written and
how do they relate to this play? What do the critics say
in analysis of the play as well as in response to specific

ighting Assistants

the growth of the product. This need for communication is most clearly seen in the relationship between
the director and the designers.
The designer's job is to use visual elements of
design to move the audience to an understanding of
the director's concept for the show. She must consider the director's ideas and attempt to fuse them
with aspects of visual design.Just as the director asks
questions after reading the play, the designer asks
questions of her own. What is the feel of the work?
What is its color, shape, size, scope? What are its
strengths and weaknesses? Answering these questions helps the designer to translate the work's sig-
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nificance from written concept to visual form.
For example, if one were designing the set for
Macbeth and the director had chosen to concentrate
on the destructive effects of power on the human
condition, the designer may wish to express this
concept by producing a set that has a strong sense of
foreboding. She may create ·a set which mirrors
Macbeth's mind; through set design, the audience
· can see how Macbeth's thoughts slowly come apart
during the play. She can accentuate the sense ofloss
and desertion plaguing him near the end of the play
by creating a set of a dungeon-like, bare throne room.
The lighting and costume directors work in much
the same way. The lighting director may design the
light plot in such a way that, as Macbeth's loneliness
and fear close in around hiin, the light increasingly
becomes deep shadow. The costume designer may
display Macbeth's increasing vulnerability by having him shed his mail armor in the scene just prior to

the final battle.
And so it's evident that the director must work
closely with the designers to give life to the ideas
onstage. Although the relationship is give and take, the
hierarchy that exists is clear. Ultimately all artistic
decisions are up to the director. The scene, costume,
and lighting designers must adhere to the director's
vision.
In some cases, this does lead to stagnant theater. But
more often than not, the director and designers learn
from each other. They are enriched by exploring the
theme of a work and discovering the magic of the
moments within it. These moments are the most
appealing to me, and from them springs my love for
theater. The idea of creating and experiencing what
I've been given through my work in the theater is
enough to put me on a stage crew, make me move
scenery, and give me satisfaction as I bring the lights
up on center stage.

Empty Cradle
Pan Fey undoes
the careful home she made,
the papered walls
· and pastel halls
she lovingly had prepared for two.
Looks down
at the veins
that carried nourishment to her shame
and whispers a lullaby:
we said
good bye
to delight,
my child,
long before
we said
· .goodbye ·
Heather Gemmen
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Thoughts
Realms of intelligible bliss,
where is our guiding light?
The death of soft directionlost in some false expression.
The need for wanton gain?
Nay and never!
A mere effort to break the binds
that no one can dissever.
Oh to speak to the legions!
and revive the lustful tradition!
. to cast myself apart,
and trek my solo expedition. ·
ne'er to end 'til time doth cease,
and thus achieve my inner peace.
Steve H oeksrma

Mark Van Hook

Photography
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About People
An Art Feature
by
Karen Larson
Mark Yarhouse
Mark Otten

Karen Larson

Every Day Is Halloween

Charcoal
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Mark Yarhouse

Across the Street (with Gabriel)
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Intaglio
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Karen Larson

The Thinking Chair

Charcoal
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saturday night eternal
strong
struck
strings
lift
them
angels
elders
movin'
rockin'
flowin'
space
alive
empty
alive
empty
alive
praisin'
'til
'lectric
horn
sounds
curfew
leaving
His
throne
pulsin'.

dance guild
April 22, 1989
started with
two
tap
dancers
then
prayer that
God
would
bless
and be glorified
and in that electric
moment a vision of
angels dancing arm
marm
appeared real
in my head
and so this movin'
moment of glory
had to
be
m
words
soli
gloria
deo
dance.

L Van Poolen
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Social documentary

In 1983 I completed my Master's degree and as part
of my program I had to construct and conduct an
analytic project. I titled my project "Turnover in the
Co_ntext of Racial Inequality" which reflects more
what my advisor and Master's committee wanted as a
project than what I had wanted as a project. "They"
wanted an analytical paper, one which demonstrated
my knowledge of statistical applications; I wanted to
write more of a qualitative paper, one which concentrated on the attributes of my subject, the Pullman car
maid. Taking the path of least resistance, I wrote about
the effects of unionization upon the determinants of
withdrawal, or, factors leading to job dismissal, for a
group of Black female workers. My committee was
happy, but I was not. Although I received both praise
for my work and my Master of Science degree, I still
felt that I had not told the story of the Pullman car
maid.
After several years having passed by, someone has
asked me to write about the Pullman car maid. At last!
an opportunity to tell their story the way I really
wanted to tell it. Therefore, with no further introduction, I'd like to share a bit of "herstory," my herstory,
the story of the Pullman car maid.

Herstory:
The story
of the
Pull man
car maids
by Michelle r; Loyd-Paige

The Pullman maid is representative of an era of occupational segregation by race and sex. Her significance
in this study is to provide an understanding of turnover in the context of racism. The Pullman car maid was
a traveling domestic worker, responsible for the well-being of female train passengers, the passengers'
children, and the condition of the ladies' dressing rooms (Pullman News, 1923). She was found on most
Pullman luxury trains during the early- and mid-twentieth century; however, the peak of maid employment
fell between 1920 and 1930.
Of the 585 maids ever employed by the Pullman train company, eighty-nine percent were Black. The other
eleven percent were of Chinese descent, who were hired to discourage the Black maids from union activity
during the formative years of the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters and Maids, which began in 1925 (Spero
and Harris, 1969). The average maid hired was between 24 and 35 years old, and her length of service ranged
from one month to over 30 years.
The train conductors, porters, and passengers carefully monitored the maids' work and appearance.
Deviation from the expected behavior resulted in disciplinary action, which could have been as mild as a
warning or as severe as dismissal. The work of a maid was judged by the satisfactory completion of tasks
assigned by the conductors and passengers. Tasks assigned by the conductor usually included preparing the
car before a trip, securing it after the trip, and cleaning and supervising the ladies' dressing room. Tasks
assigned by the passengers varied with each trip, but they generally included baby-sitting, caring for sick
children, helping with dressing, and providing the clientele with newspapers, magazines, and refreshments.
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The appearance of the maid was also judged by both maids and for maids who had suffered permanent
objective and subjective criteria. Objective criteria disabilities resulting from occupational accidents;
required the maid to dress in the company uniform- however, the company was not bound by contract to
a calf-length dark dress, small white apron, white . pay pensions, and it could terminate payments at any
cap, and dark shoes. She was to be neat, clean, and time for any reason (Spero and Harris, 1969). The
free from the effects of alcohol. Subjective criteria inadequacies of this company union, and the general
required the maid to appear happy with her work, discontent with work conditions, led the porters and
willing to come to the aid of passengers day and maids to seek organizational protection in the form of
night, subordinate, and docile. This image, espe- a union.
In 1925 the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters and
cially during the 1920'sand 1930's, wasreflectiveof
the "preferred" image of Blacks within the United Maids was founded under the leadership of A Philip
States (Harris, Levitt, Furman, and Smith, 1974).
Randolph; however, it was not until 1937 that the
The average maid traveled eleven thousand miles Pullman Company recognized the union as a colleca month, which is equivalent to about 400 hours each tive bargaining unit (Harris, 1977). The founding and
month-in comparison, a train conductor averaged acceptance dates of the union are reflective of union
240 hours per month. The long hours were not com- history in general. During the 1920' s and the years
pensated with overtime pay, and often the maids proceeding, neither the exclusion of Blacks from recwere victims of "doubling out": back-to-back train ognized labor unions nor the discrimination of Blacks
runs. The maids were averaging less than four hours within white unions was uncommon (Bonacich, 1976;
of sleep per night (Spero and Harris, 1969). The Murchison, 1935). It was not until 1933, under the
maid's monthly wages averaged two dollars less New Deal, did the National Industrial Recovery Act
than her male counterpart, the Pullman porter. The (NIRA) prohibit a company from interfering with the
monthly wages paid to a Pullman car maid who had formation of external labor unions. The NIRA paved
served less than two months was $72.50; for two to the way for the acceptance of the Brotherhood of
five years' service she received $76.00, for five to Sleeping Car Porters and Maids. And once recogfifteen years $80.00 a month, and for more than nized, the role of the maids within the union was that
fifteen years' service she received $83.00 a month. of a women's auxiliary.
In comparison, a conductor received $150.00 per
month. The maids were allowed to accepted tips to
The Pullman car maids are still as fascinating to me
compensate for their low wages, averaging an extra as they were when I first discovered their employment
$7.56 a trip or $58.15 a month. However, they had to records while working as a research assistant at Chipay for the cost of their uniforms for the first ten cago's Newberry Historical Library. I suppose my
years of service and for the cost of their meals during fascination with this group of women lies in the fact
a train run. The occupational expenses averaged that this very well could have been my "life," had I
$33.82 a month.
been a young woman during the 1920's. I enjoyed
The Pullman Pension Plan became effective in researching my original project, even though I could
1914 and provided compulsory retirement for fe- have done without the heavy-duty statistical analysis.
male employees at age 65 for those who had served There is just something about the "discovery" of Black
twenty years. Pensions were paid out for retired history that warms one's soul.

REFERENCES
Bonacich, Edna.
1976 "Advanced Capitalism and Black/White Race Relations in the United States:
A Split Labor Market Interpretation." American Sociological Review 41:34-51.
Goodman, LA
1923 "Hand Maidens of Travelers." The Pullman News (January):291.
Harris, Levitt, Furman, and Smith.
1974 The Black Book. New York: Random House.
Harris, William H
1977 Keeping the Faith. Urbana: University of Illinois Press.
Spero, Sterling and Harris, Abram.
1969 The Black Worker. New York: An then um.

33

December 1989

Marianne Jansma

The Hunt

Lithography

34

DialqJue

Thomas Hegewald

Photography

black
white
deathly sterile
white
black
purely evil
red orange yellow green blue indigo violet
surely 'live
Karl Swedberg

---------Why Did the Chicken Cross the Road?-------- ~
I

To cluck the song of itself.
'Cause it [censored] wanted to. That's
the [censored] reason.
JOHN PAUL JONES: It has not yet begun to cross!
RALPH WALDO EMERSON: It didn't cross the road; it transcended it.
ARISTOTLE : To actualize its potential.
ROSEANNE BARR : Urrrp. What chicken?
PYRRHO THE SKEPTIC: What road?
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: I don't know why, but methinks I
could rattle off a hundred-line soliloquy without much
ado.
THOMAS PAINE: Out of common sense.
TS ELIOT: Weialala leia / Wallala leialala.
GROUCHO MARX: Chicken? What's all this talk about
chicken? Why, I had an uncle who thought he was a
chicken. My aunt almost divorced him, but we needed the
eggs.
KARL MARX: To escape the bourgeois middle-class
struggle.
MARK TWAIN: The news of its crossing has been greatly
exaggerated .
MR SCOTT: 'Cos ma wee transporter beam was na functioning proprely. Ah canna work miracles, captain!
ROBERT FROST: To cross the road less traveled by.
SIGMUND FREUD: The chicken obviously was female and
obviously interpreted the pole on which the crosswalk
sign was mounted as a phallic symbol of which she was
envious, selbstverstaendlich.
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH: To have something to recollect in
tranquility.
CAESAR : To come, to see, to conquer.
BILL THE CAT: Oop ack.
RENE DESCARTES: It had sufficient reason to believe it was
dreaming anyway.
LEDA: Are you sure it wasn't Zeus dressed up as a
chicken? He's into that kind of thing, you know.
ZSA ZSA GABOR: It probably crossed to get a better look at
my legs, which thank goodness are good, dahling.
GEORGE BUSH: To face a kinder, gentler thousand points
of headlights.

For fun.

WALT WHITMAN:

EPICURUS:

JACK NICHOLSON:

TS ELIOT REVISITED:
ZENO OF ELEA:

Do / dare to cross the road?
To prove it could never reach the other

side.
Because it could not stop for death .
It may very well have been one of the
most astonishing events to grace the annals of history.
An historic, unprecedented avian biped with the temerity
to attempt such an herculean achievement formerly
relegated to homo sapien pedestrians is truly a remarkable occurrence.
GREGOR MENDEL: To get various strains of roads.
SISYPHUS: Was it pushing a rock, too?
SALVADOR DALI: The Fish.
LEE IACOCCA: It found a better car, which was on the other
side of the road.
HENRY DAVID THOREAU : To live deliberately ... and suck
out all the marrow of life.
MAE WEST: I invited it to come up and see me sometime.
JOSEPH CONRAD : Mistah Chicken, he dead.
GERALD R FORD: It probably fell from an airplane and
couldn't stop its forward momentum.
GOTTFRIED VON LEIBNIZ: In this best possible world , the
road was made for it to cross.
CANDIDE: To cultivate its garden.
GEORGE WASHINGTON: Actually it crossed the Delaware
with me back in 1776. But most history books don't
reveal that I bunked with a birdie during the duration.
DYLAN THOMAS: To not go [sic] gentle into that good night.
DAVID HUME: Out of custom and habit.
JOHN MILTON : To justify the ways of God to men.
JAMES TIBERIUS KIRK: To boldly go where no chicken has
gone before.
ERNEST HEMINGWAY: To die. In the rain.
GILLIGAN: The traffic started getting rough; the chicken
had to cross. If not for the plumage of its peerless tailthe chicken would be lost: the chicken would be lost!
THOMAS DEQUINCEY: Because it ran out of opium.
SOCRATES : To pick up some hemlock at the corner
druggist.
THE SPHINX : You tell me.
EMILY DICKINSON:
HOWARD COSELL:

- - --------- ~
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